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    Preface




    This book, “All About Janet, the Story of my Missing Babysitter” is the nonfiction story of the rape and murder of my 12 year old babysitter. I was five years old when this terrible tragedy took place. This tragic crime occurred at my aunt and uncles former ranch in Calaveras County California. After she was murdered, she was buried in a clandestine grave on the ranch property, and has been forgotten ever since, except by me. I have spent more than twenty years trying to find her and have devoted a great amount of emotion, time and expense in pursuing information in regards to who she was, why she remains such a mystery, and why justice has never been served.




    I have written and present this book in a quasi report format, which means that this report format not only includes information based on fact but is also interjected with speculation and my own personal opinions. These speculations and opinions will be found where the facts are either not readily available to me, no longer exist, or the persons, agency or entity that could provide or reveal these facts refuses to do so. I suspect that the reasons for this refusal may include fear, liability concerns, a desire to protect the guilty, and shame.




    The reasons that I have written this book are many, but the most important reason is that by writing and publishing this book, it will hopefully result in the finding of the clandestine grave of my babysitter (Janet K. Cash).




    I also hope to bring awareness to the fact that people can be so easily mislead and manipulated by the so-called symbols of authority in our society, especially when the subject matter involves rape, murder and missing persons. People seem to have a tendency toward aversion of their eyes and mental focus because of their emotional revulsion towards such crimes. They are satisfied to let the others do the job of investigation without questioning the results of the investigation. In other words, this gives these so-called symbols of authority a free hand to weave and tell whatever story they wish to despite the truthfulness or accuracy of the story that they present. I allege in this book that many parties were either aware of or were a party to the cover-up of my babysitters disappearance, rape and murder.




    After all of the research that I have done in addition to writing this book, it makes me wonder how many other times these so-called symbols of authority lied, told untruths, or generally mislead the public and all concerned regarding murder, missing children and other terrible crimes. How hard did they really try to seek justice, look for that child, and solve that crime? Was it too expensive based on their perceived value of the victim (like my recently adopted 12 year orphan babysitter), were they protecting someone, or were they just too stupid to do the job? I wonder how many kids might have been found and/or would have been found if not for the deceit and/or performance of these so-called symbols of authority.




    We have all had the opportunity to see first hand the ineptitude and incompetence of law enforcement when they recently excavated the remains of the victims of the speed freak killers in Calaveras County. The way they exhumed the remains with tractors and stockpiled the excavated soil and remains reminded me of a bunch of kids playing in a sandbox. This was either the result of economics (which should never be a factor when it comes to justice as guaranteed by our Constitution). Or was it blatant ignorance. They could have and should have provided shoring and excavated the remains using forensic archaeologists in order to preserve all aspects of the exhumation and investigation. This is what happens when you allow people to make decisions that are obviously way above their pay-grade.




    As far as what happened to my babysitter and me when it came to receiving our guaranteed justice, we were denied by those so-called symbols of authority. You know, the ones that decide who is worth bringing justice for and who is not. They are the liars, the deceivers, the betrayers of our society that make justice in America nothing but a joke. If you sing a song, are on TV, or are connected to someone with money or politics, then justice will come to you. But if you are a “nobody” with nothing, well, it’s like they say in New York “forget about it”.




    Who knows, maybe I will be able to sell enough books, bring awareness to this injustice, this inequity, this tragedy and will somehow be able to get that free and unfettered access (that I so desperately need) to the property where I believe my babysitter is buried and find her. Maybe once I have found her, justice will follow for both of us at last.




    Forrest Canutt


  




  

    1. The Murder of My Guardian Angel




    It always starts the same, a man at the foot of the bed, he has on white pants, his shoes are off and he’s taking off his white tee shirt and pants, Then, I notice that there is a young girl in bed next to me. She looks about 12 or at the most 13 years old. She has medium to light brown hair that is combed and tied back in a pony tail. She is wearing a nightgown, and is looking at the same man as I am. The man comes around to her side of the bed and climbs in next to her. At that time, I thought it was my cousin, so I was happy about that, but soon realized it wasn’t him. He climbed up on the young girl and began to fondle her, she began to cry, and then I began to cry. He then sat up on his knees, grabbed me by the hair, swung my head left, then right really hard, throwing me out of the bed and up against the wall. She started yelling for me to run, “run Forrest, run Forrest” (this is one of the reasons I would not watch that movie Forrest Gump for a long time. When you hear it for real, it takes the comedy right out of it). I got up and ran as fast as I could right out of the house and stopped on the walkway. I was still dressed in my pants and shirt but had no shoes or socks on. That was the first time that she saved me.




    I did not know the man who attacked us, and I don’t believe the girl knew him either. Since I don’t know his name, for purposes of identification, I call him the “bad guy”. He looked about 6’ to 6’2”, about 200 to 220 pounds, short, wavy dark hair combed straight back, light olive complexion, and wore bright white navy pants like you see them wear on the ships.




    I was staying at my Aunt and Uncles ranch in Calaveras County. It was called the 44 Ranch. Since my father’s death, I guess my mother shipped all five of us kids in different directions and to different relatives for a while, but for some reason, I was there alone that night with just the babysitter to watch over me. The ranch was one square mile in size, and three miles from town. The ranch was very dark and very scary for a little boy only 5 years old. There were two houses opposing each other in the wide driveway. Barbed wire fence surrounded the two houses, and there was a gate at the top of the driveway. The fencing and gate established a secure compound for keeping cows, large animals and unwanted people out. The house I was in was very old and was used as kind of a bunk house for visitors. When you first entered from the walkway, there was a screened in breezeway about six feet wide that went from the front of the house to the back. It was used for storage, washing clothes. Etc. Once entering the breezeway, you turn right, and enter the kitchen. The kitchen is square, with a small rectangular dining table and chairs in the middle, an old wood/gas stove was on the left. On the right is a pantry with shelving that is about the size of a walk-in a closet. Just beyond the pantry was the counter and sink. There was a door on the far left end of the kitchen that lead to a sizable bathroom with a claw foot bathtub in it. If you went through the bathroom door directly across from the kitchen entrance, you would enter a bedroom. Across from the kitchen entrance, was a wide entrance to the adjoining dining and living rooms. The entrance did not have a door. The entrance was on the left side of the wall opposing the kitchen entrance. Passing through that entrance, you would enter into the dining/living room area. This is where the bunk house ambiance took effect. Beds were scattered about the living room and dining room areas. Most were double beds, but there were small beds lining the walls in some areas as well. The bed where the young girl and I were sleeping was in the dining room area, next to where the dining room and living room intersected, and a couple feet from the far wall. There was another breezeway on the other side of the exterior wall that had a living room entrance only. It contained a swinging couch and a bed as well.




    There I was standing on the walkway just out side of the old house, screaming and crying. This young girl that I didn’t know was being attacked by a man I didn’t know, and I was freaking out. From out of nowhere, two of my uncles came running up. I had no idea they were there, for one thing, I have no memory of anything before the bad guy showed up. They were shouting and asking what was wrong, and I told them about the man hurting, the young girl in the house. Like a fool at only 5 years old, I believed the girl and I would be saved and everything would be alright when they came running up.




    The two uncles didn’t live at the ranch, but were only visiting. One uncle was named Jake Fisher (Jake). He was tall, dark haired, thin, and when I think of him, I think of Icabod Crane from Sleepy Hollow. He was from Texas, and had a Texas manner and drawl about him that said he was easy going, and maybe even nice, but he wasn’t. I believe that Jake was in the Air Force and may have been wearing his uniform with his pointy cowboy boots on that night. The other uncle was named William (Bill) Bates Munroe. He was short (about 5’ 6”), hairy looking, evil looking, and mean looking. As soon as you saw him, you wouldn’t trust him. When I think of Bill Munroe, I think of Napoleon. Bill was in the Navy, and had his Navy uniform on that night. Turns out that Bill and the bad guy were both in the Navy together and had driven to The Elzigs Ranch that night, together. From where, I do not know.




    Right when I started to tell them what was happening, the bad guy came running out of the house. He was wearing only pants, with no shoes or shirt on. Immediately, an argument ensued between my uncles and the bad guy. It seemed as though they were mad enough to beat him up, but I think both of them were just cowards, and did nothing. Then, in the middle of their arguing, all of a sudden, the bad guy seems to get some great idea, and starts telling my two uncles his great idea, and then they start to agree with him and get excited too.




    The next thing that happened, I consider to be my first crash course in betrayal, but not my last. The bad guy, and my two uncles then all went into the house. Within seconds, I heard them slapping the girl, her screaming, and them yelling at her. I was still standing on the concrete walkway when they went into the house. I could not believe what was happening, so I started crying and screaming.




    Within seconds of starting to scream and cry, Jake came running out of the house, ran up to me, and kicked me square in the stomach. I must have been thrown about 4 feet with the force of his kick, and landed on my back in the dirt with the wind knocked out of me. My Uncle yelled at me to shut up, and went to join the others in their gang rape of my babysitter. I was in agony from the kick, but the most horrible thought to me about the kick, was that he was wearing really pointed cowboy boots, so I was sure that his boot stabbed into me like a knife.




    I lay on my back with the wind knocked out of me for a few minutes, and before I could get up, Jake came back outside, picked me up in his arms, and started carrying me up the driveway. I think he might even kind of apologized for kicking me, but still blamed it on me at the same time for yelling. We arrived at the gate to the ranch compound (which was about 150 to 200 linear feet from the walkway where I was originally standing). We went through the gate and walked up to an old pick up or flatbed truck. He opened the door of the truck and put inside. He then told me to stay there and to keep my mouth shut. He then closed the door and walked back towards the gate. It was dark out so I couldn’t see very far, but I heard him go through the gate. I sat in that truck in the darkness, whimpering and crying quietly. I was so scared and confused. What was happening? These are my uncles and they are supposed to save the day, and not be the evil monsters they turned out to be. I did not know the word betrayal at that young age, but I felt the knife of betrayal in my back none the less.




    I remember calling out to my father (who died several months before) to come down and save me, and I called out for god to come down and save me. But they could not and did not.




    After a measure of time that I am not sure of, the door to the old truck that I was put into, swung open, and standing there with a beer in his hand was Bill. He was unshaven, smelled of alcohol, and was drunk. He started saying things to me that I did not understand or cannot remember. He was talking like I had done something wrong. The next thing I know, he throws me on my back on the seat of the truck, opens my pants, and pulls them down to my ankles. The next part of this is hard for me, as it is humiliating, shameful and embarrassing.




    He then continues to talk and ask questions like I had done something wrong. Then, he reaches down between my legs, and starts squeezing my genitals very hard. The pain was unbelievable and indescribable to the point, I thought I did or was about to lose consciousness. He kept asking questions and squeezing me real hard after each question. This continued throughout the night. At times he would put his mouth on my genitals, it was horrible. I was being tortured and molested, and it was the most terrifying and humiliating thing to this day that I have ever endured. Not the only time I was molested, but the worst. After what seemed many hours of torture and molestation with a few breaks in between, he turned me onto my stomach, and sodomized me. It did not last a long time because it hurt so bad, that I kicked out and kicked him in the balls (not on purpose). He doubled over in obvious pain, I dove onto the floor of the truck and crawled beneath the truck’s heater and doubled up into a ball. I was sure he was going to kill me. But instead, he closed the door of the old truck, and went away.




    Throughout all the torture and molestation, Jake would come up to the old truck now and then. He would come up to ask Bill what he was doing up there. When Bill would hear him coming, he would make me pull up my pants and sit up like nothing was wrong. Bill would say he just came to check on me, and then they would go back to the house together. I think this happened about four times, but I don’t know if Jake was ever suspicious about what was going on.




    It was after one of their trips back to the house that I heard the girl scream the most blood curdling scream I have ever heard. I want to say that based on what I know now as an adult, that she was being sodomized, but they could have been performing some other type of torture or just hurt her somehow.




    I thought they had killed her, so I started getting really upset and screaming and yelling and crying. A couple of minutes later, Jake and Bill came to the truck and asked me what was wrong. I started accusing them of killing her, that I heard her scream, and that they had killed her. They started laughing at me and said “no, no, no, we didn’t kill her”, she is ok. But I didn’t believe them, so I kept accusing them, crying and sobbing. Then they offered to take me down to the house and show me.




    They took me out of the truck and carried me back down to the house. When we went inside, I could not see her at first, but then I saw her sitting on her knees on a couch. She looked at me and then smiled at me. I’ve seen that same smile in the films of the Nazi holocaust that you see on public television. They look like they are smiling, but it’s generated by their terror, it just looks like they are smiling, but they are not. Then again, maybe she was smiling at me because some one cared enough about her to stand up to three evil men and try to protect her, even if the person was only five years old. The bad guy was laying on one of the beds in just his underwear. He was drunk and rolling around on the bed and laughing. He then ordered me to come to him, and I did. He then grabbed me by the hair, and started to force my face down to his underwear and laugh. Both of my uncles told him to stop, which he did. A few minutes later, Bill picked me up and began to carry me back out of the house, to the truck. As we were going through the house, I could see that Jake was now in his underwear, and was lying on top of the girl and kissing her. We continued out of the house, and Bill carried me back up to the truck where he put me back on the seat, pulled my pants down, and began torturing and molesting me again. It wasn’t long after that that he sodomized me and I delivered the kick that would drive him off for the rest of the night.




    After Bill had left, I fell asleep. The next thing I know, it was daylight, and I was dragged out of the truck and dropped onto the gravel road. I was surrounded by all three of the attackers, and they were all laughing at me. I was so embarrassed and humiliated, I don’t know if they knew what Bill did to me or if it was the way I looked (probably that). I had no shoes on, and the cold gravel really hurt my feet. It must have been fall (like Indian summer with cold nights and warm short days), because the grass was dead, and there was a mist or light fog in the air (you could see wisps of it drifting over the open fields).




    The bad guy then went to a parking area next to the old barn, got into his pick up truck, started it, and drove up to where we were standing. I think the pick up truck was a 1955 Ford Pick up, stepside, with the small window in back. The color was canary or butter yellow or something similar, and it looked like new although it may have been used, but just looked that way. The three attackers continued talking for a few minutes, and then Bill went to the house to get the girl.




    The girl was barefoot when she walked up to the truck. She was wrapped in an OD (olive drab) wool Army blanket (it was one of the ranch owners blankets). I could tell she had her night gown on underneath. Her hair looked a lighter brown (almost blond) than I remembered when they took me to see her in the middle of the night (it looked darker then). They brought her around to the passenger side of the pick up truck and made her get in. Then Bill picked me up and set me in the truck beside her.




    As we sat there together, I asked her if she was ok, and she said yes (I think she said that because she didn’t want me to be frightened). I then asked her if they had hurt her, and she pulled up her night gown and blanket, and showed me a very large and dark bruise on her inner left shin and calf. I asked if it still hurt and she said yes.




    The attackers were preparing to get in the truck to go somewhere, and Bill was trying to push me over so he could get in. I’m not positive, but I think the girl suggested that they leave me there at the ranch house (she knew what was coming, we were going to be murdered and she still did her best to try and save me). I could be wrong, but I still now and have always given her credit for such courage, because even if I am wrong, she deserves it, and since I can’t truly can’t remember who said it, then, I am saying it was her, and this was the second time she saved me.




    I was removed from the truck, and picked up by Jake, and carried back down to the house. We were just about to enter the house, when the pick up truck, backed down the driveway to where we were standing. They were either having second thoughts about leaving me or had forgotten something (like the murder weapon, her belongings, or both). Bill jumped out of the truck and ran into the house, and a minute or two later, ran back out and got back into the pick up truck. Then the truck began to pull out forward. That’s the last time I saw her. I remember how little she looked between the two attackers. I could just see the top of her head through the rear window of the pick up, while the shoulders of the two attackers on either side of her protruded well above the bottom of the rear window. They drove up the driveway, out the gate, and for her, into oblivion.




    Jake took my hand and we walked into the house. He had me just stand there while he made himself some coffee, sat at the table and leaned his chair against the wall. I asked him where they were taking her, and I’m really not sure what he said, but I know I asked. I was so scared, maybe what he said did it, but some how I found out and knew they were taking her to kill her and that I would be next. I freaked out, and started begging for my life and asking him not to kill me. He would just lean back against the wall in his chair and smile. He wouldn’t say a word, but seemed to enjoy my uncontrollable fright and begging. I kept pacing around the table as far as I could go one direction (he was blocking one end), then I would turn and go the other way. All the while, I was begging him not to kill me. I was trying to come up with reasons not to kill me, like I won’t tell anyone and things like that. How shameful I was being by offering to help hide the horrible thing they were doing. Even though I was only 5 years old, I knew what I was doing was wrong. I was being a coward and I am shamed for the rest of my life for saying such a thing. But I wanted to live.




    This went on for a couple of hours. Even Jake was getting up and pacing around, and complaining out loud that they should have been back by now, and where were they. A little while later, we could hear Uncle Wendell’s bulldozer start (I loved that tractor, so I recognized it when it started, and so did Jake). Jake jumped up and said “what the hell is going on”, and began pacing again. We could hear the tractor engine straining as it was doing some kind of work. A few minutes later, Jake and I heard the tractor shut off, which meant to me that they were done and coming back.




    Jake never answered me or said anything the whole time I was begging for my life, so I began getting even more frightened, because my pleas had fallen on deaf ears. A few minutes later, the bad guy’s truck pulled back into the driveway. Only the bad guy and Bill got out of the truck. She was gone.




    They came into the house in a happy and excited mood. Bill headed for the pantry saying he was hungry, and the bad guy went to the sink and began washing his bloodied knife (navy style). He was washing and scrubbing his knife, when he turned to me and said “and your next”, then he started laughing really hard. I guess he thought that what they were doing was fun and funny. After the bad guy finished cleaning his knife, he joined Bill and Jake in the pantry. Jake asked what they did, why it took the so long, and what were they doing with the tractor.




    Bill proudly answered his questions. Bill said they took along time, because they raped her again, then he said she tried to run and get away, but Bill caught up with her and tackled her. He then spread her arms wide, and then while he held her, the bad guy came up to her and drove his knife into her heart. Bill then started laughing and bragging excitedly that “she died just like a deer, just like a deer”. Then Jake chimed in and said “that’s too bad, because she sure was some sweet sugar, yep, she sure was some sweet sugar”.




    Bill went on to say that they threw her body in an erosion ditch in the back of an area called the flats (the rain water would cut deep gouges into the hillsides, to depths of four or five feet by three to four feet wide), and covered her over using the tractor. The erosion ditch they were talking about was right next to the tractor. I remember because that tractor just sat there in the same place for years after this incident. They then made their breakfast and sat down to eat. They offered me no food or drink, I guess because they were about to kill me anyway, so why waste the food.




    They began discussing what to do with me, and for a second, I felt a glimmer of hope. But Bill wanted me dead so no one would find out what he did to me and her. So he kept coming up with ideas and insisting that they had to get rid of me. Then Bill finally arrived at a solution. Bill suggested that they kill me, then cut me up into pieces, put me into a burlap sack with rocks, and throw me in the lake (that was just outside, no more than 40 or 50 feet from the house). Then Bill goes on to say “Then no one would find him, no one would ever know what happened to him”. They all agreed and resumed eating their breakfast.
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